TENNYSON   AND   LINCOLNSHIRE                      II
If we follow this
pastoral rivulet that swerves To left and right thro' meadowy curves, That feed the mothers of the flock,
we, too, shall hear
the livelong bleat
Of the thick fleeced sheep from wattled folds Upon the ridged wolds.
And shall see the cattle in the rich grass land, and mark on the right the green-gray tower of Spilsby, where so many of the Franklin family lived and died, the family of whom his future bride was sprung.
Still keeping by the brook, we shall see, past the tower of Bag-Enderby which adjoins Somersby, "The gray hill side" rising up behind the Old Hall of Harrington, and
The Quarry trenched along the hill And haunted by the wrangling daw,
above which runs the chalky "ramper" or turnpike-road which leads along the eastern riclge of the wold to Alford, whence you proceed across the level Marsh to the sea at Mablethorpe.
The Marsh in Lincolnshire is a word of peculiar significance. The whole country is either fen, wold, or marsh. The wolds, starting from Keal and Alford, run in two ridges on either side of the Somersby Valley, one going north to Louth and onwards, and one west by Spilsby and Horncastle to Lincoln. Here it joins the great spine-bone of the county on which, straight as an arrow for many a mile northwards, runs the Roman Ermine Street; and but for the Somersby brook these two ridges from Louth and Lincoln would unite at Spilsby, whence the greensand formation, which begins at Raithby, sends out two spurs, one eastwards, ending abruptly at Halton, while the other pushes a couple of miles farther south, until at Keal the road drops suddenly